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secretary; my friends allowed me to interrupt their work with my jokes and, when I felt equal to a subject especially dear to my heart, to present my views independently/1 This occurred with great frequency. For we may say with a reasonable degree of certainty that he was the chief contributor to the journal. His articles breathed the happy exuberance of youth and the commanding power of genius, and when his lash fell upon the venerable perukes it made the powder fly. Herder remarked: "Goethe is for the most part a haughty young lord with the terrible spurs of a gamecock." He did most cruel execution on good, sweet Georg Jacobi, whom he dispatched with one hard blow as a woman and a weakling. Beside the laughing or angry thrusting aside of the old and the weak there is at the same time an uncommon amount of depth and beauty in the reviews. They were rarely reviews in the ordinary sense of the word, but rather the effusions of his youthful heart. Often he forgets his real purpose, even the place where he is writing, and, as though he were speaking to himself in solitude, he bursts forth into most impassioned monologue. Thus, in his review of the Gedichte von einem polnischen Juden, he launches out suddenly into the solemn confession and prayer:
"Raise up, 0 Genius of our fatherland, a young man, who, full of youthful power and cheerfulness, shall be the best companion in his own circle, suggest the most pleasing game, sing the most joyful song, and be the life of the chorus in the roundelay; to whom the best dancer shall joyfully extend her hand . . . ; to captivate whom the beautiful, the witty, and the cheerful maid shall all exert their charms; who shall also permit his sensitive heart to be ensnared, but shall proudly burst his bonds in the moment, when, awaking from his poetic dream, he shall find that his goddess is only beautiful, only witty, only cheerful; whose vanity, offended by the indifference of a reserved maiden, shall importune her, until, through forced and feigned sighs and tears, through myriad civilities by day and languishing music and songs by night, he shall finally